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land was threatening; the Royalists were everywhere on the alert. The very life of the new Commonwealth depended on makino short, sharp work here, by blows that should resound through the world. It was an occasion on which the Commander-in-Chief might well expose his own life to risks otherwise unjustifiable.
That this was Cromwell's view, we gather from his action, not from any words of his; for it is noteworthy and characteristic of him that in the despatch he wrote, otherwise copious in detail, there is not a syllable on the subject.* When the storming party recoiled, he himself took Colonel Castle's place^ formed the men again, exhorted them to trust in God, and led them back to the breach. It was "a very hot dispute;5' but, as their leader phrased it, " God was pleased so to animate them that they got ground of the enemy, and forced him to quit his entrenchments." They then seized the church, and the new barricades within the walls. Thus they protected the entrance of cavalry; and the neighbouring streets were speedily cleared. It was in this " heat of action," himself breathless with exertion, burning with excitement, his troopers madly charging past him into the doomed town,, that he called out "No quarter \39 and '' forbade them to spare any that were in arms." On they went, cutting, slashing, and pistolling through the streets., the enemy flying across the bridge into the north town, or gathering into the " Mill-Mount, a place very strong and difficult of access." Alas ! they might as well have taken refuge from a spring-tide on a sand-bank in the middle of their estuary. The Ironsides, following hard after them, surrounded them, burst in upon them, overpowered them, and "put all to the sword," not one escaping. At the same time, the chase went across the bridge, and was brought up round three towers, one St. Peter's Church steeple, the two others guarding gates of the town. The wretched fugitives in these towers were " summoned to yield to mercy." .But the fate of their comrades gave them little hope, and perhaps they cast wild, forlorn glances toward the lurid west, where Ormond lay somewhere on the horizon in strange inaction while they were perishing. Cromwell thereupon ordered the church steeple to be set on fire, and night descending was made hideous by yells and curses from the flaming tower.
* Letter CV.    His part in the storm is related in contemporary accounts. bynicipal purposes than they are now.ling apprehension of the mainshould neither be destroyed nor saved in an underhand manner. (Letter LVII. in Carlylr).ted with it, but keep still to their former engagements to his Majesty, and once more solemnly vote the proposals; which was accordingly done.*
